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THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 137 

Thus young, thus charming to the view, 

It were a virtue fair and meet, 
That she should be as bounteous too, 

As free to jfive as she is sweet. 
Yet ah ! her looks but check my love, 
Not all her woids so potent prove. 

A suppliant pilgrim I repair 
Again to idolize my fair ; 
Yet, say, how long, unkind one, say, 
Thou dooni'st me at thy shrine to pray ? 
Think what thou art ; — and may in Heaven 
My doting fondness be forgiven ! 



TRANSLATIONS OF THE PENNILLION. 

vxvu. 
Thou dear tittle Gwen, kindest maiden of all, 
With cheeks fair and ruddy, and teeth white and small, 
With thy blue sparkling eyes, and thy eye-brows so bright* 
Ah, how I would love thee, sweet girl, if I might ! 

lxviii. 
In bed reclined, the churlish wight 

Hears with joy his wheel turn round ; 
And I, Heaven knows it, with delight 

Hear the harp's melodious sound* 

LXIX. 

One may through many a market pass, 

And travel many a mile, 
And love in every town a lass, 

Nor know to choose the while : 
'Tis hard to find the fairest tree, 
That is throughout from blemish free. 

LXX. 

There's no one now for love enquires, 
There's none a tender maid desires ; 
In every place both great and small 

For money only seek at all. 
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